
Pcemu 

Your fnalioweft helpc will hold me up a floatc, 

Whilft he upon your foundlefle dcepc doth ride* 

Or f being wrackt) I am a worthlcffc boate* 

He of tall building, and of goodly pride. 

T hen if he thrive and X be caft away 
The worft was this* rov love was my decay. 

Or I (hall live your Epitaph to make. 

Or you furvive when I in earth v.m rotten. 

From hence your memory death cannot take. 

Although in me each part will he forgotten. 

Your name from hence immortall lite fhall have. 

Though I fonce gone,) to all the world muft dye* 

The earth canyeelo me but acommon grave* 

When you intombed in mens eves (hall lie. 

Your monnment (hall be my gentle verfe, 

W hich e\ es not yet created fh*ll ore-read , 

And tongues to be, your being (hall rehearfe. 

When all the breathers of this world are dead s 
You ftill (hall live ffiach vertue hath my Fen) 

Where breath moft breaths, even in the mouths of men, 


7he viSiure of true love „ 

f Et me not to the marriage of true mindcs 
Admit impediments, love is not love 
Which alters when it alteration findes* 

Or bends with the remover to remove* 

Q no, it is an ever fixed marke 

That lookes on tempefts and is never fli&kcns; 
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poems William Shakespeare lo 


Toiml 

r t is the ftaire to every wandring barke, 

V^hofc worths unknowne,alchough his hight- be taken; 
j ov’s not Times foole,though rolie lips and checks 
Wit' in his, bending (ickles compafle come, 

Love alters not with his breefe homes and weekes, 

But beares it out even to the edge of doome ; - 
If this be errour and upon me proved, 

* j ncv er writ,nor no man ever loved. 



In prayfe of his Love. 


tGrant thou wert not married to my Mufe, 

" And therefore mayft without attaint orc-looke 
The dedicated words which writers ufc 
Of their faire fubje&,ble(Iing every books. 

Thou art as faire in knowledge as in hew. 

Finding thy worth a limmit paft my praife. 

And therefore art inforc d to feekeanew. 

Some frefher ftampe of the time bettering dayes. 

And doe fo love, yet when they have devis’d. 

What drained touches Rhetoricb can lend. 

Thou truly faire, wert truly (impathizd$. 

In true plaine words > by thy true telling friends 
And their groffe painting might be better us’d. 

Where cheekes need blood, in thee it is abus'd. 

I never faw that you did painting need , 

And therefore to your faire no painting fet, 

I found ( or thought I found) you did exceede. 

The barren tender of a Poets debt ; 
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